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time for dinner. If not I'll send^he car back for
you, Samuel, and well go to the Casino. If you are
ready, Miss Grassleyes," she added, picking up her
bag, "Veil get along.**
Her husband watched her departure without a
word.
"Can I offer you a whisky-and-soda or cigar, sir?"
the house-agent asked.
Leonidas shook his head.
"Thank you, I am not much of a drinker. I am
going to walk back to the bungalow and take a short
rest there. By the by, Mr. Spenser, has Madame di
Mendoza been here long?"
"A week or so," Spenser answered. "She has been
singing at the Mediterranee. She's singing to-night,
I believe. It's all th$ old stuff, but she has a wonder-
ful voice, you know."
"I have heard her in 'Delilah,* ** the film magnate
observed. "I had no idea,** he added after a moment's
pause, "that she had a young sister/*
Spenser, who had a few disagreeable reminiscences
of Carlotta stored in the back of his mind, frowned.
"The most beautiful child I ever saw in my life,**
he remarked, "but bad-tempered and ill-mannered/*
"I have never spoken to her,** Leonidas said, look-
ing thoughtfully over the top of the trees. "I saw
her in the distance. She left her sister just as we came
up."
"The sort of thing she would do. Never talks to
any one if she can help it. All the same, she's
beautiful. I should say she'll make a sensation some-
time or other in the film world or on the stage."